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SYNOPSIS.

Joseph Hayward, an ensign In the
United States army, on his way to Fort
Jlarmar, meets Simon Qlrty. a rcnesade
whoso name hns been connected with all
manner of atrocities, also headed for
Fort Harmar, with a message from the
British gonoral, Hamilton. Hayward
ffuldes him to tho fort. At General Hot-mar- 's

headquarters Hayward meets ttend
D'Auvray, who professes-t- recognize him,
although he has no recollection of ever
having seen her before. Hnyward volun-
teers to carry a message for Harmar to
Sandusky, whero Hamilton Is stationed.
The northwest Indian tribes are ready
for war and are only hold back by the
refusal of tho friendly Wyandots to join.
The latter are demanding tho return of

a religious teacher, whom
they believe to be a prisoner, lfayward's
mission is to assure the Wyandots that
the man Is not held by tho soldiers. Reno
asks Hayward to let her accompany him.
She tells him that she Is a quarter-bloo- d

"Wyandot and a missionary among the
Indians. She has been In search of her
father. She Insists that she has seen
Hayward before, but In a Dritlsh uni-
form. Hayward refuses her request and
starts for the north accompanied by a
scout named Brady and a prlvato soldier.
They come on the trail of a war party
and to escape from the Indians toko shel-
ter In a hut on an Island. Hayward finds
a murdered man In the hut. It proves to
be Itaoul D'Auvray, a former French off-
icer who Is called by tho Wyandots "white
chief." Bene appears and Hayward Is
puzzled by her lnslstance that they have
met before. Rene recognizes the mur-
dered man as her father, who was known
among tho Indians as
Brady reports seeing a. bond of maraud-
ing Indians In tho vicinity and with them
Simon Qlrty. Brady's evidence convinces
the girl that there Is a British officer by
the name of Hayward, who resembles the
American. They And escape from tho
Island cut off. Reconnolterlng around the
cabin at night Hayward discovers a white
man In a British uniform and leaves him
for dead after a desperate fight. The In-
dians capture tho cabin after a hard
struggle In which Hayward Is wounded.
Rene saves Hnyward from death at tho
hands of the savages ntid conceals him
tn the cellar of the cabin. Hnyward dis-
covers a half breed negro In the cellar.
They engage In a fierce fight which ends
when the negro accidentally hutts his
brains out against tho low roof of the
cellar. Hayward meets his double, Jo-
seph Hayward of the British army. The
latter admits that he had held D'Auvray
a prisoner In the cabin, but that he knew
nothing about his death. His object In
detaining .D'Auvray win to help Incite the
Wyandots to war. Tho Britisher declares
hat D'Auvray was murdered by the

negTO, ouf of vengeance.

CHAPTER XVII Continued.
Her eyes wandered from mo, whom

Bho located by voice, toward tho Eng-
lishman, who remained Bilent, bis
scarlet coat conspicuous In tho glare.
A moment their glances met, his face
showing whlto and drawn, hers I could
not see.

"Oh, no it Is you, is It!" a metallic
ring to tho low voice. "I thought you

"Please Stand Back, Monsieur; This
Is My Affair."

, wero safely away before this. And
you havo been hiding here. I ought to
have suspected that. Now I remem-
ber, you know of tho tunnel."

Ho did not answer, although I saw
his lips move. What was tho man
afraid of? He had been sharp and
snappy enough with me.

""I think you mistake,
I Interposed, shocked at the expression
of tho man's fnce. "Ho has told mo
how it occurred; it was another who
killed your father."

"What other?"
"A negro half-broo- I encountered

him In the passage; we fought It out
thero In the dark."

"Alone? Where was thts this
man?"

l ' "Ho was lying unconscious bevond.
next to the entrancg."

,;And and," the words trembled on
her lips, "you killed the negro?"

"No, I did not We
struggled together; then he 11 red at
me, and In the flash saw my face. Tho
sight soemed to frighten the man, for

vV ho broke away, and endeavored to
l1 run. In his hasto ho forgot tho low- -

ness of the tunnel, struck his liead
against a sharp projection, and died."

She stood motionless, hor hands
pressed to her forehead. Suddenly
she turned from mo, and facod him.

&?"" "Wlin wnn It?" nho nskpri nt lnef
her voice like ice. "Toll me tho
truth- - was It Plcaud?"

Ho dropped his eyes, with an odd
gesture of tho shoulders. Tho girl's
rlflo flashed to a level, so quickly I
could not oven throw out my arm.

"Say yes, or no! Please Btand back,
monsieur; this Is my affair,"

"Yes," tho word seemed dragged
'from him.

"And you told monsieur hero the no-gr- o

killed my father? You said that!"
His lips moved, but no sound came

re - reria irom mem. ne wnuea a Dream
less moment,
' "That was a Hot You would not
daro repeat that to mo," she burst
forth her wholo body
trembling. ''You thought you could
tell him, and he would beltovo you;
would pity you, and let you go, You
slid not dream that I was hero 1( Reno
D'Auvray, monsieur to faco you. You
Are afraid of me; yec you are it w In
fnrkyea. Yen think Hie "in Indian?
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mademoiselle,"

madomolsello,

passionately,

That 1 will avongo myself? Is that
what you foar?"

Ho muttered eomothlng In Indian
dialect I could not understand.

"You say that to mo! You daro say
that! You aro a bold man to try and
threaten me now. Ay, do It then
monsieur," and she stepped asido fac-
ing me, "this bruto of an Englishman
claims to bo my husband."

"What," I exclaimed in shocked sur-
prise. "Ho told mo ho attempted to
mako love to you, but failed, yot hint-
ed that marriage might havo been pos-

sible."
"Ho did venturo that far. Theri,

monsieur, I will tell you tho truth. Ho
won my father to him Qod alone
knows how and persuaded mo to go
through the tribal ceremony. To me,
a Christian and a French woman, that
mockery of form means no more than
to him. It was the price I paid for
pcaco."

"But the Wyandots?"
"In their eyes I am this man's

squaw," her volco trembling with
scorn, her hand pointing at him. "But
in the eyes of God, I am not His
hand haa never touched mo never
will. Monsieur, I had to tell you."

"And I am glad you did. It Is hotter
for mo to know."

"Oh, I begin to see," broko In tho
prisoner, finding his voice. " T is not
my appearanco chat you object to,
mademoiselle, only you prefer tho
Yankco edition."

I strode forward threateningly.
"You low-live- d coward "
"No, monsieur, let him talk," and

she caught my arm. "We havo no tlmo
now for a personal quarrel. Wo must
save a man's life."

"Hie?"
"Monslour Brady's. Thero Is but

ona way. 'T was for his sake, the en-

deavor to save him from torture, that
I was bo long in coming hero. I did all
that was In my power, but those In-

dians are not of my tribe. They might
listen to me, but for tho Englishman
who leads them. Ho is heartless,
more cruel than any savage; moreover
Brady struck him, and ho suspects me
of aiding you to escape. There is no
mercy In him, and I have failed. They
mean to burn him at tho stake, and I

could do no more."
"Where aro they now?" I asked In

horror.
"Yonder, on tho mainland. I could

not remain to witness tho scene I
could not, monsieur. I was under
guard, but atolo away in tho darkness,
and came here, praying I might And
you yet waiting. Now I know God has
answered my prayers. Ho has shown
mo the way."

Sho turned from me, her eyes on his
face.

"Are you any relative to Monsieur
whom you resomblo so much?"

He laughed unpleasantly.
"Lord, I hope not If so the connec-

tion is too remote to bo considered.
I havo no dcslro to claim any Yankee
cousins. Why?"

"The reason Is not material. I

want you to hear me. I do not know
you killed my father, but I suspect
It, and am certain you lured him to
his death. It it was Picaud's hand
that did the deed, It was dono at your
desire. I would bo justified as a Wy-

andot In killing you even this Amer-
ican would grant mo the right but I
am going to spare you, MonBleur on
one condition."

"What?" Tho very sound of his
voice proved his realization of her seri-
ousness.

"That you accompany me to tho In-

dian camp yonder, and help me savo
that white man's life."

"What do I care"
"You core for your own, no doubt

Well, monslour, It hangs by a hair.
Only on such a pledge will you go
forth from hero alive."

"You threaten to kill mo?"
"It Is hardly a threat It is a cer-

tainty, monsieur."
"Tell me tho plan then," ho Bald

roughly.
"I can control tho Indians," she went

on, "If the Englishman docs not Inter-
fere. It will bo your part to command
hltr."

"Who is tho fellow?"
"Tho fur trader Lappln."
Ho stared Into her face; then

laughed Insolently.
"Then the game Is up. By the gods,

It would bo more likely ho burned me.
You mako sport to suggeet I could In-

fluence that monster."
"I do not" her face changeless In

Its expression. "There is nothing for
you to laugh at. 1 know you two are
enemies, but ho dare not Ignore your
uniform. He has no authority and you
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NOT REALLY A SERIOUS CASE

Hurry Call Brought Physician and
Family Out of Church, but It

Was Soon Fixed Up.

This story Is told by a country doc-

tor's wlfo to illustrate somo of the
trials and uncertainties of tho profes-
sion.

"Wo had gotten pretty much out of
tho way of attending church when our
children wero small, but a visiting
cousin, wishing to attend Bcrvlceiln
tho West, wo ventured out, baby and
all. Scarcely hod the text been an-

nounced when a messenger boy from
tho telophono offlco rushed In in search
of tho doctor.

"Tho minister paused In his dis-
course to allow thorn to pass out of
the church. Realizing that his father
was leaving him behind, tho baby, al- -

I ways partial to the; head of.ihp bouse,

have. You can accomplish the rescuo
of this prleonor If you havo tho cour-
age, and will. Thero is only ono thing
for you to say yes, or no."

"Answer tho lady," I commanded
Btornly.

His eyes sottled on my faco; they
wero furtivo, cowardly.

"Oh well I'll go," ho said slowly
and sullenly. "But It's little enough
good you'll get out of It I promise
you."

CHAPTER XVIII.

The Flro In tho Clearing.
"Go on now," I commanded grimly,

"and do not forget. Mademoiselle, do
you go first, and Bhow tho way. I will
keep good guard of the rear."

Ho climbed tho stairs, muttering
savagely, with mo following so close
behind, the muzzle of my gun touched
his back.

"I am playing safe," I muttered
grimly, "bo don't try any tricks in the
dark."

We cama out on tho shore, pausing
a moment to gaze out across tho wa-
ter to the gloom of tho mainland.

Tho red and yellow flames lit up tho
open space fairly well, but all around
tho black forest wall closed In tightly.
It was liko a grotesquo picture In a
frame. Boforo tho Are, mostly with
their backs toward us I counted twen-
ty savages on tho grass, their red
skins and matted hair showing clear-
ly. They wero silent, motionless, ap-
parently staring Into tho flames. Tho
flondlsh yelling camo from beyond,
from tho other side of tho Ore, where
I caught fitful glimpse bf wildly danc-
ing figures, of arms flung In air, of
brandished guns, and streaming hair.

I saw Madomolsello riso silently to
her feet but my hand only gripped
harder on tho Englishman's shoulder
ns I watched. Brady advanced be-twe-

two Indians, his arms bound be-
hind him, a bloody cloth concealing
his Jaw. He was bare-heade- bis
clothing raga, and he staggered slight-
ly as ho walked. An Indian struck
him with a stick, a vicious blow, and
JLappln Jerked him forward between
tho chiefs and tho flro. Tho warriors
sat there Impassive, emotionless, their
eyes cold and merciless. Brady look-
ed into that ring of savago faces with-
out a quiver, throwing hack his shoul-
ders, blood trickling down one cheek.
It even, seemed to mo his eyes smiled.
Then ono of the chiefs spoke without
rising, in deep guttural voice. I heard
tho words, but they were meaningless,
a Jumble of sound, yet somehow me-
nacing, gruff with threat. Tho dis-

cordant yelling ceased, and a dark
mass of forms clustered boyond tho
blaze, drawing together In a half cir-
cle behind the prisoner. The light
played over dark, sinister faces and
sparkled in the wild savago eyes.

The girl stepped backward, noise-
lessly, until she stood besido me, her
hand touching my arm.

"Wo are hero In time," she whis-
pered, "but can delay no longer."

"Ho Is condemned then? They will
not spare him?"

"Tho chief apoaks In Shawnee, and
I know llttlo of tho touguo, but there
Is no mercy In his words."

"And you mean to go out there, to
faco those fiends? Aro you not
afraid?"

She smiled, a sad, brave smile up
into my eyes.

"Monsieur, I must," she said plead-
ingly. "It Is not only his life, but my
duty, I leavo my rifle hero, and bear
this; with Christ I am not afraid."

And In her clasped hands, reddened
by the flames, I saw u crucifix.

"Mademoiselle, If this man speaks
a word of treachery; if by look or ges-tur- o

he attempts to play us fatso, will
you give mo a sign?"

"Yes, Monsieur."
"Clasp your hands like this about

your head; It will bo his death war-
rant Now, sir, aro you ready?"

Thero was hate In his eyes, but I

was glad of it.
"Oh! but I'll get you for this. Yes,

I'm ready, you clod of a Yankee peas-
ant! but you'll pay before over you
get out of theso woods oh, Lord!
you'll pay."

I half thought ho would spring at
me, and drow back, my rifle lifted.
But ho only laughed, his lips snarling,
and strode past crunching his way
through tho thlckqt . I caught tho
pwlft upward glanco of the girl's eyes

a message of thanks, ay! more
and sho had followed him. I sprang
nsldo amid tho trunks of trees, confi-

dent I could not bo seen, that every
savage eye would bo riveted upon
thoso two advancing figures. The

began howling lustily to accompany
him.

"Unable to quiet his screams, I, too,
was forced to go, necessitating a sec-
ond pause In tho service

"Then It occurred to our gueat that
ho had locked the houso and retained
tho key. l'ho doctor would be unablo
to get cither his caso or his Instru-
ments. To save delay ho tbought'best
to take tho key at once, so ho has-
tened from tho church, while thero
was a third pauuo on jho minister's
part.

"When wo reached homo doctor was
swinging Idly In tho hammock.

'"Why! Why!' exclaimed the
cousin, "didn't you have

a hurry call to an accident case or
eomothlng?'

"'Oh, no, yawned tho M. D., 'Just
my old Swedish patient In New Got-

land phoned to, know If be could havo
a 'lectio, sugar. In hJs.coKeeS"' Kan- -
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light afforded me sufficient guidance,
and I possessed iomo Idea of whero I
wished to go. I found It with a dozen
quick stops, and, even as the first
wild scream of discovery burst from
tho red throats, I crept in behind a
decaying log, at tho very edge of tho
opening, and trust my rlflo barrel
across the rotten bark. Deliberately,
coolly, with full determination to act,
I drew bead on tho red Jacket

They wero not five yards rswoy, adr
vanclng straight toward the startled
group of chiefs, tho girl slightly in
advance, tho firelight on her uplifted
faco, tho whlto crucifix gleaming In
her bonds. The Englishman, a stop
behind, his first mad anger already
dying, walked liko a criminal, with
lowered head, and oyes glancing fur-
tively aside Even by then the treach-
erous cowardlco of him had returned.
At Bight of his faco I cocked my

1 weapon, ovcry nervo taut as a bow
string, breathing through cunchod
tooth. I cannot say that I saw much
of what occurred in that first moment

I had no eyes but for tho red Jacket
and yet I must havo perceived it all.

I remember now tho wholo scone, as
If It hung painted boforo me, in all its
vivid coloring and rapid movement I
saw tho chiefs start up, grasping their
weapons, at the first screech of alarm,
a fierce Intensity in their oyes. A
glanco at thoso two unarmed figures,
and they stood still, gazing nt them,
yet with a shadow upon tho dark,
scowling faces til at chilled my blood.
Tho yelling ceased; there was no
sound, but the pressing forward of
bodies, and tho crackle of flames. Tho
Shawnee chief, a dark, saturnlno face
showing under his war-bonn- et stood
erect with folded arms. Down tho
lane of warriors, apparently oblivlouB
to tholr presence, Madomolsello came,
tho Englishman slouching behind. The
crowd of figures hid for a moment
Brady and his guard, and surged in be-

tween mo and Lappln.
Thero was silence; I could hear the

wind In tho tree tops, tho restless
movements, the heavy breathing of
tho excited salvages; BomeHvhcro a dog
barked. Reno stopped, her hand now
touching the soldier's sleeve, her eyes
on tho dark, savago faco confronting
hor. A moment ho stared at her, then
at tho Englishman, whilo I held my
breath.

"Why you hero 'gain?" ho asked
In halting English, tho face Ilko
bronze. "I send you to forest
why come back?"

"Because I am a Wyandot and a
Christian," sho answered, the words
slow and distinct "Wo kill warrtoro
In battle, not by torturo,
I come with this that I may bog youi
prisoner's llfo. Seo; it is tho cross
of tho Great God."

"Huh!" ho grunted. "Why ehould
we listen to a squaw? The warriors
of tho Shawnees are men."

"So are tho Wyandots, ;

they aro as the birds of tho air. Onco
they camo to the villages of tho Shaw-
nees. You know It well thoy were
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I Drew Back, My Rifle tlfted.

warriors, under great chiefs. Yet they
listen to words of wisdom from a
squaw. 1 nm Running Water; I have
eat In tho councils of my people; I

am tho daughter of the White Chief."
Sho glanced about her proudly, looking
into tho ring of dark faces. "I am
a squaw, but I am a Wyandot no
Shnwneo daro place a band on mo."

" Tls so," he answered gravely. "I
know but not my youpg men. It
best you go I speak true tho whlto
man will die It has been decided
tho Shawneea know not your God
tho God of tho Long Robes tho white
man dies."

"But ho camo In peace, not war; ho
was a messenger to tho Wyandots."

Tho chief had stepped back, and
lifted his hand, but now ho stood
statue-lik- o beforo her.

"He great hunter ho warrior-- we
have met In battlo. Ho kill war-
riors ray tribe now ho dlo It Is
spoken. listen no more."

"But you must! you shall!" Bho In-

sisted. " 'Tls not tho Wyandots alono
who say this. You may refuse mo;
you may disregard tho cross I bear,
but you daro not disobey the word of
tho English of the great chief across
tho water. If you will not heed tho
word of a squaw, listen to this man
a warrior of tho Rod Coats."

"I know him not," coldly, "nor cans
what he says. Ho nothing to h

why he como hero?"
"To stop this deed, this dastardly

outrage; ho spealo for tho Great Chief.
'Tls best tho Shawnees listen Now.
monsieur."

Sho stopped asido aud tho English-
man stood alone, facing tho grim-face- d

Shawneo.
"You say you know not who I am,

ho said sharply. "Then
I will toll you; you and your warriors.
I am an ofllcor of England, nn aldo to
Hamilton. Will you hear mo now?"

Thero was silence, profound breath
lesa; tho bold deflauco had fallon upon
them like a blow. Thon, beforo oven
tho chief could answer, tho crowding
ring of Indians was broken, and into
tho clrcde of flrollt space strodo tho
fur-tradu- r, his mottled faco pUrplo, bis
muBtacho bristling. Ono moment he
glowered Into the soldier's face, and
tho latter stepped back recoiling
against raaderaolro.Ho, all his audacity
gone. Lappln .laughed,' the cruel echfl
oMt treaklng tho. silence, . . ..
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: WHEN MIRANDA FORGOT :

Oy CONSTANCE NE8SLER.

"I mustn't postpono dusting them
another mlnuto," said Miranda, as sho
opened her bookcase door in order to
And rosin for a now volumo and no-

ticed how tho tops of tho old onos
wero covered by a layor of dust

With Miranda tho dusting of books
was n prolonged nnd serious ordeal,
usually attended with much senti-
mental remlnlsconco. Sho couldn't
merely wlpo tho dear backs and fncos
of hor favorite volumes without renew-
ing acquaintance with them. General-
ly before sho had reached the second
shelf sho was seated on tho floor, a
pile of bookB about her, tho soiled
duster lying by, her side and somo
onco loved novel open at her favorlto
scene. It was whero Lord Ormont had
confessed his Inability to exist with-
out his Evelfmt, or whero tho spirited
Miss Bennett had dismissed the
haughty Mr. Darcy, or where but
thero was no stopping and no dusting
when once Miranda had fairly started
on this dual feat of dusting her books
and refreshing her memory.

This morning sho banged the book
backs and flirted her duster without
a pause until she reached tho George
Eliot shelf, and noticed a telltale va-

cancy in that beloved set
"It's 'Daniel Doronda' that has

gono," wailod Miranda as she carefully
dusted tho top of each volumo after
giving It a bang that was enough to
bring all tho characters to life again.
"And I know who has it I loaned It
over a year ago to Linn. Hclft, and
though I have seen her a dozen times
slnco then sho has never mentioned
tho book. And now she has moved to
tho suburbs and I suppose sho has
taken my book with her and will never
think of it again or remember that
sho has broken my set

"It Is liko breaking up a family to
loso one out. of a set," Bho continued,
"and I think that thero ought to bo a
special punishment devised for people
who borrow books and never return

"I Wonder Who Gave It to Me."

them. Now, when I borrow a book
I always read it at onco and then put
it on a tnble in plain sight so that I

shall remember to return It."
Tho fourth shelf was full of painful

memories for Miranda and she
hastened through the slapping and
dusting process without stopping to
peep within a single cover. The fact
was that this particular fourth shelf
set was a subscription set and had
caused Miranda many an anxious tear.
Sho had paid 12 a month for It, having
In a moment of bookish weakness and
vunity put her name to somo book
agent's pledge, and thero had been
times when it was difficult to get tho
$2, and when sho was obliged to ask
the agent to call again. How she hated
the sight of that man nnd how sick she
waB of those books beforo sho had
paid for them!

"I supposo I ought to read them,"
sho said to herself as she gave each
of tho 17 volumes a spiteful slap, "but
really, I know I should see that agent's
faco on every page. And, besides,
they aro tho kind of book ono Ukcs to
own but doesn't care to read. They
aro not the sort that are what Charles
Lamb called 'tako downnble,' and somo
day I mean to tako them to somo
second-han- d book store aud see what
1 can got for them."

On the fifth shelf Miranda camo
across a volume that did not look fa-

miliar, though tho story itself was ono
with which sho was well acquainted.

"Why, I had forgotten that I had a
copy of 'The Cloister and tho Hearth, "

said he, as she opened tho volume
and glanced at the namo of an old
friend Inscribed on tho fly leaf. "Dear
mo! I must havo borrowed this book
ages ago and then, after I had read
It, put It among my own books and
Just forgot all about it. And I don't
know whnt 1ms become of Elsie Brad-do- n

or whothor sho Is Elsie Brnddon
now. I really don't soo how I could
havo failed to do with this book ol
f:ers ns I always do with borrowed
jooks that is, keep them in sight
vtnttl thoy aro returnod but I don't
suppose this belongs to nny sot, and
so it will not bo missed like my 'Dan-t-- I

Deronda.' But perhaps I had bet-

ter keep It out and see if I cannot
look up Elsie, for though I can hardly
recall tho circumstances of my bor-lowin-g

I havo a faint recollection ot
Elsie's telling mo that this vob her
favorlto novel, and thnt she wanted
my opinion of it.

"Well, I supposo sho has her oplntoc
of mo by this tlmo!" Chicago Dally
Nows.

All Rests on Fate.
During a prolonged study of the

lives of various men both great and
small, I came upon thts thought: "In
tho web of the world tho ono may well
bo regarded as the warp, tho other as
the woof. It Is tho llttlo men, after
all, who givo breadth to the web, and
tho groat men firmness and solidity,
perhaps also tho addition of some sort
ot pattorn. But tho scissors ot tho
fates determine Us length and to that
all tho rest must join, la submitting
Uoclr' rinntho."
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Occasionally a girl accepts tho hand

of an aged suitor because of what there
is in It

TOUR OWN DKCflOIST TVIT.I. TKf.T, TOO
Try Murine Kfs Ueinmlr tor llrd, Weak. Watery
Hjm nnd (JranulaUnl liyrllds: No Smartlcr

Ero Comfort. Wrlto for Hook nt thn KjeJustmall Free Murine Kjro Ucuiodf Co , Chicago,

What will tho suffragettes do about
tho proverbial offlco that seeks the
man?

Many a man's color scheme In llfo
Is based on a belief that red liquor la
an nntidoto for tho blues.

Wright's Indian Vegetable Pills put
tho stomach In good condition In a
short tlmo. Try them for Sick Stom-
ach, Biliousness and Indigestion. Adv.

Gastronomic Revenge.
"Ho laughed nnd said my defiance

was just pie for him."
"Then make him eat his words."

Harder to Get.
"What's the matter, daughter?"
"Father, I want a duke."
"That can bo arranged, my dear. I

was afraid you might want a baseball
pitcher."

Misunderstood.
Redd Slnco ho took up automobll-in- g

he says lie thinks ho has consumed
about 10,000 gallons of gasoline.

Greene Is It possible? Why, 1

thought ho had given up his bibulous
habits!

Thinking It Over.
"What makes you keep hanging

around that Jewelry store?"
"I have an Idea," replied tho Ice

man. "These Jewelers havo tho right
theory about weights. I'm going to
quit selling ico by the pound and sell
It by tho karat"

Shown Up.
Senator La Follette was talking

about the dodges and squirms of a
certain corrupt railroad ofllclal.

"For all his dodges nnd squirms,"
said the senator, "the man was shown
up. it's liko the case of Smith.

"A dun entered Smith's flat, pushed
into the parlor and said to Smith's
little son:

" 'Where's your father?'
" 'Gone away,' the urchin nnBwered,

according to orders.
"'Gone away? Humph! Whero

to?'
" 'That closet there,' was the reply."

For Undesirable Vegetation.
Common salt Is not so effectivo

oil on grass nnd narrow-leafe- d vege-
tation, but Is bettor than arscnlto of
soda. When tho vegotatlou Is very
rank salt will bo found very des.tr-abl- e

and should be used nt the rate
of from two to three tons per acre,
depending upon tho rankness of tho
growth. Tho salt should be fine
grained, freo from lumps, nnd should
bo scattered very uniformly. To so-cu-

tho best results, It should bo
made into a saturated solution, ouo
pound being mixed with n quart and
a half of water. Tho salt brine should
be applied by means of a sprinkling
can or sprinkler, which applies It
faster than a spraying outfit.

HIT THE SPOT.
Postum Knocked Cut Coffio Alls.

There's a good deal of satisfaction
nnd comfort In hitting upon tho right
thing to rid ono of the varied and
constant ailments caused by coffee
drinking.

"Ever sinco I enn remomber,"
writes an Ind. woman, "ray father
has been a lover of his coffee, but tho
continued use of It bo affected his
stomach that ho could scarcely eat at
times.

"Mother had coffee-hcadach- o and
dizziness, and If I drank coffee for
breakfast I would taste it all day and
usually go to bed with a headache.

"Ono day father brought homo a
pkg. of Postum recommended by our
grocer. Mother made it according to
directions on tho box and it Just "hit
tho spot" It has a dark, seal-brow- n

color, changing to golden brown when
cream Is added, and a snappy tasto
similar to mild, hlgh-grad- o coffoo, and
wo found that Its continued uso speed-
ily put an end to all our coffee ills.

"That was at least ten years ago
and Postum has, from that day to
this, boon a standing order of father's
grocery bill.

"When I married, my husband was
a great coffeo drinker, although ho
admitted that it hurt hlra. When 1
mentioned Postum ho said ho did not
liko tho tasto of It I told him I
could mako it taste all right. He
smiled and said, try It Tho result
was a Bucceos, ho won't havo any-thin-g

but Postum."
Namo given by Postum Co., Battle

Creek, Mich. Read "Tho Road to
Wollvlllo," in pkgs.

Postum now comos In two forms:
Regular Postum must bo well

boiled 15o and 25cv packages.
Instant Postum Is a soluble pow-

der. Mado In tho cup with hot w-
aterno boiling 30o and BOo tins.

The cost por cup ot both kinds Is
about the smo.

"There's Reoon" for- - Fcitura,
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BLINDNESS IS BOY'S FATE

Appalling Effect of Careless Action
Will Be the Permanent Loss of

Child's Eyesight.

Gashed across the faco by a pair
of scissors which a playmate thought-
lessly wielded In a reckless manner,
three-year-ol- d Thomas Inglesbry wll)
loso the sight of both eyes. The In-

jured boy is in a critical condition Id
tho Polyclinic hospital, and phyaiclanft
say that even though an operation to
remove tho terribly lacerated optics-b-

necessary, ho will be blinded for
life.

With several companions who wero
spending last evening In his home,
young Inglesbry was cutting strips
from a newspnper to solve a plcturo
puzzle. One of his playmates, uncon-
scious of Inglesbry's presence, threw
out tho hand In which he was holding
tho scissors. Tho sharp point Btruck
tholglesbrj boy's right eye; and swept
across tho bridge of bis nose, penetrat-
ing tho other oyo. Both eyeballs wero
almost gouged from their sockets.
Tho wounded child's screams of agony
attracted his parents, and thoy hur--

rled him to tho hospital. Philadelphia
Inquirer,

ITCHED AND BURNED

Sllverwood, Mich. "My baby wns
bbout six months old when he first be-

gan to break out with llttlo pimples
on his head and faco. Then they would! ,

run water and keep getting worso un- - '
til his head waa a regular soro erup-

tion and water would run and stream
from it and his faco also. His wholo
body was affected. They wero little
white plmplca which Itched and.
burned something terrible. His cloth-
ing seemed to Irritate him and it was
almost impossiblo for him to sleep at
night They also disfigured him a
they wero on his faco.

"Wo tried medicine but without suc-

cess. Tho trouble must havo lasted
threo or four weeks when I thought
I would try tho Cutlcura Soap and Oint-
ment. I would batho htm w!h warm
water, na warm as ho could etand and
Cutlcura Soap, then apply the Cutlr
cura Ointment Tho very first time
that I did this it seemed to relievo-hi-

as he slept well and insldo of two
weeks ho was completely healed."
(Signed) Mrs. L. White, Jan. 29, 1.914.

Cutlcura Soap and Olritment sold
throughout tho world. Sample (each-free.wlt-

32-p- . Skin Book. Address "lA"'
card "Cutlcura, Dept L, Boston." Ao,

Every old maid says sho Is slngl
from choice, but sho doesn't tell yov i

from whose choice.

Smile on wash day. That's when you i
iteu uross uau wue. uiotnes waiter t.-- ir
enow. All croccrs. Adv. ,.

Tho ball player Bhouldu't, think so
much of settling old scores as ot ma-- J

king new ones.

Bore Eyfn,Oranla.leJ Eyelids nnd Stic
promptly bealetl with Itotnau Eye Bal-
aam. Adr.

Most of the freo advice la handed
out by people who want to get rhJ.fiMt

W'Selected
Olives

Every ono from Seville, long famed
as the home of tho world's boat olivet
Only the pick of tho crop is offered to
you undor tho lobby label.

Sweet, Sour and Dill Pickles
Nature's finest, pat up liko tho home-

made kind and all your trouble savtxL j
Ton extra quality u true of .,,,.

11 Llbby's Pickles and Con-dimen- ts 1 .M.I

and there is real
economy fffaMK

HkM jmniaU in their use. Hffl inIntUt on
Libhy't

uhby, mimW
McNeill & iiSaMl ''

Libby ISgjP
Chicago rfJfvSFg

DAISY FLY KILLER "" hmV .!; t

ms$J2f7 '$)

BAAOLB SOJUSS.

KXCKLLUNT
Cheap land,

be had along
North Arkam
runs througl
splendid for
general farrr
tul climate
never fallln
"Oak Leavefc
Ask for It. .
irer Agent H

For Sale K
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